BELISARIUS                                                        ACT iv

I have you safe, and so all's well again,

And I content to sit here by the wall

And stretch my hands in the sun as old men do.

JOANNINA (kneeling beside him as he sits).
How cold your hands are !

BELISARIUS.                                  It's the fever fit

Wears out and leaves me.

JOANNINA.                                       They are cold as death.

Til warm them in my bosom.

BELISARIUS.                                        No, my child,

They will but strike a chill into your heart.
When will the old refrain from shadowing
Young eyes, young lives ? Had I but thought of that
When I denied you Anastasius.

JOANNINA (very softly}.                            Ah, him 1

BELISARIUS. What of him, then ?

JOANNINA.                                      No word at all.

BBLISARIUS. I felt you stir beside me.   We blind folk
Grow very cunning,    What of him, my love ?

JOANNINA. Nothing of him.
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